With his musket for mother and brother, yeo ho !

He warred wi* die Cannibals drear,
In forests where panthers pad soft to and fro,

And the Pongo shakes noonday with fear,
Yeo ho!

And the Pongo shakes noonday with fear.

Now lean with long travail, all wasted with -woe,
With a monkey for messmate and friend,

He sits sneath the Cross in the cankering snow.
And waits for his sorrowful end,

Yeo ho!
And waits for his sorrowful end.

POOR  BEN,   OLD   BEN
[Nod*s song, from The Three Royal Monkeys]
Wi3 decks a was5
Widevry sea,
Ans flyin" scud
For companee,
Ole Ben, por Ben
Keepz watcherlone:
Boatz, zails, helmainmust,
Compaz gone.
Not twone ovall
'Is shlpplmuts can
Pipe pup ta prove
'Imlivin3 man:
One indescuppers
Flappzlz 'and,
Fiss-Iike, as you
May yunnerstand.
An9 one bracedup
Azzif to weat,
* Az aldy deck
For watery zeat;
Andwidda zteep
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